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blue sky does not suit its shape and size; the
hills dwindle beneath the sun; the green carpet
of field and brow has neither shade nor variety.
But to-night fragments of orange cloud floated
across a blue so faint as to be almost without
colour, and the hills were so clearly outlined that
they forced themselves, dark rocks of a mysterious
country, out of a sea with no ripple.

Walter had no eyes for scenery; he left that
to the romantic writers, now ever more numerous.
But, pausing on the brow, and looking down
to the left where the waters of Coniston lay
bronzed and still, he felt all the pride of one who
owns a fine property. For he had come now to
feel that he, and he alone, possessed the whole
of this charming and fruitful land. It was a
natural and happy evolution of circumstance.
He was at this moment well beyond his own
actual territory, which was not as yet a very
large one, but he felt himself to be so infinitely
the most important person alive in the com-
bined counties of Cumberland and Westmorland,
and what he felt himself to be, that he was.

It was now over three years since Will Herries,
his father, had departed back to London. He
was to be seen very seldom at Westaways. It
had been made clear to him (Walter had assisted
in the demonstration) that the City was the
place for him. For one thing, there was nothing
in life so pleasant for Will as the making of money,
and although now much of his wealth had its
richest foundations in Manchester and the Mid-
lands, London was inevitably the heart of affairs*